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thing! There are no soaring snowy peaks to lift the
soul of men'to higher things, no waterfalls any-
where to charm the ear with their distant murmur,
no stretches of green country to animate the dead
solitude of the mountains! On the whole, however, I
was more than satisfied with the magnificent sight
of the Grand Canyon, though I cannot say it quite
came up to the high expectations I was led to form
of it by the descriptions I had read.   I was com-
pletely at a loss, when at the Niagara Falls, to
account why a sight which sent Americans into
raptures left me comparatively unmoved.   But by
this time I had taken a step or two into the Ameri-
can mentality; and so when at the Canyon I noticed
the same fact, the relative difference in the state of
our emotions no longer puzzled me.   It seems the
American imagination, like the German, is strangely
susceptible to number and size, and the mere fact of a
thing being big or massive or incomputable is enough
to kindle their enthusiasm, evoke their applause, and
entitle it to be called great or grand. Hence all their
unbounded enthusiasm for the Grand Canyon and
the Niagara Falls!   This association by them of
bigness with greatness is strangely reminiscent of
infant humanity, which latter tendency they equally
betray in their almost childlike fondness for sweets.
Go where  I would, there was their candy-shop
staring me in the face. The smallest village had one
at least, and cities like New York and San Francisco
simply swarmed with these shops. Even pharmacies
sold all kinds of sweets, but what surprised me most
was to find wherever I went the druggist selling ice-